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THE SCENES OF FRONTIER DAYS. 



By W. H. Thacker, Arlington, Washington. 

The tide of Time is backward rolled, 
And scenes long passed I view once more; 

The woodlands and the virgin fields, 
Are round me as they were of yore. 

The Meadow-lark and Bob-o-link, 
Pour forth their love notes rich and rare, 

And from an hundred little throats, 
A shower of music fills the air. 

I hear the Bob-white call his mate ; 

The Pheasant's drum at early morn— 
At night the cry of "Whip-poor-will," 

Tells that it's time to plant the corn. 

From thickets come the deer to feed, 
At sunset and at morning's light; 

Tlhe prowling wolves in search of prey, 
With fearsome music fill the night. 

The settlers' cabins here and there, 
With clapboard roof and puncheon floor ; 

The pots are boiling on the fire, 
The short-cake on the coals before. 

The home-made loom against the wall, 
Where back and forth the shuttle flies, 

And slow the linsey-woolsey grows, 
As patient skill the weaver plies. 
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Above the door on wooden hooks, 

Convenient hangs the old smooth-bore ; 

A trusty flint-lock, charged and primed, 
And good at forty yards and more. 

Here's grandma's rocking-chair that's made 
Of hickory withes, bent so and so ; 

A fawn skin stretched from side to side, 
Supplies the cushion seat below. 

This Linn-wood trough on rockers fixed, 

In royal style the baby bore ; 
And to and fro the lullaby, 

It timed upon the puncheon floor. 

The spinning-wheel, and fluffy rolls 
The maiden spins in endless threads, 

As back and forth the wheel she twirls, 
And gaily sings and lightly treads. 

Dressed in her linsey-woolsey frock 
On Sunday eve,— her cheeks aglow, 

And wild flowers in her braided hair, 
Miranda waits her expected beau. 

The old well-sweep and watering trough; 

The grape-vine swing beneath the oak,— 
The trysting place where lovers say 

The sweetest words, were ever spoke. 

Across the bleak and frozen waste, 
I hear the howling blizzard roar; 

The drifting snow the window hides, 
And beats against the cabin door. 
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Fresh logs are piled upon the hearth, 
The crackling flames drive back the cold; 

The huddling children half afraid, 
The mother's sheltering arms enfold. 

Again the fierce prairie fire, 
Sweeps onward in demoniac wrath;— 

A seething, roaring wall of flame, 
Leaving destruction in it's path. 

I see the settlers helpless stand, 

(The women white faced bowed in tears), 
Gazing in silent grief upon 

The ruins of the work of years. 

But from the depth of their despair, 

'A glorious courage seems to spring, 
That gives them strength to build anew, 
Aad hope for what the days may bring. 

Their 's were the hearts to do and dare. 

And loyal in the hour of need; 
No matter whether rich or poor, 

They questioned not of faith or creed. 

Their generous hearts and helpful hands, 
Poured out their Christian love, like wine; 

And towering Church and brazen bells, 
Could make their work no more divine. 

Today across the gulf of years, 

In retrospect, I see them all ; 
Those scenes of early frontier days, 

Whose pictures hang in memory's hall. 
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That hardy band of brain and brawn, 
They builded greater than they knew;— 

They lived the pure and simple life ; 
From Nature, inspiration drew. 

They heard the call from out the west, 
And westward on their course they led ; 

They bridged the streams and blazed the trails, 
The feet of Empire soon should tread. 

The common luxuries of life, 
To them indeed were things unknown, 

And where they delved and sweat and toiled, 
The palace homes of wealth have grown. 

No truer lives were ever lived, 
In honest toil their years were spent; 

And though they sleep in unknown grave, 
The countrv rounds their monument. 



